TALES OF DESTINT

of life comes to a man whose trust in God the Most
High is implicit.

" After a period of waiting there came into sight the
huge black moorman, in his hand a white wand of
office, and, following close behind him, a brilliantly
decorated palankeen suspended between a pair of
mules and attended by two grooms, leading the
animals. The throng had parted before this little
procession, averting their eyes from the covered
palankeen, as was beseeming.

" But suddenly, at the intersection of the two
bazaars, a group of loiterers sprang forward, and with
cries assailed the moorman and the grooms, turn-
ing the mules into the quieter thoroughfare. There I
had now posted myself, and, while the shopkeepers
ran up the street to see what had befallen, the caval-
cade under my directions, and with my attendants at
the animals' heads, hurried along, and as we threaded
our way through the maze of streets the tumult of
voices soon died away behind us.
" After a little time I ventured to approach the cur-
tained palankin.

" I spoke just loud enough to be heard by its occu-
pant :

" ' May your day, Q queen, be peaceful ! Your ser-
vant, most humble and devoted, awaits your
orders/

" ' Peace be to thec, O thou trustful and brave
hakeem. Take me to the protection of thy wife and
home/
" It was a soft, melodious woman's voice that had